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One 


Author's Notes: 
Izzy's point of view. 


He said to bring my girlfriend. | didn't have a girlfriend. | had girls that | saw sometimes, but they were nothing 
to me. I'd bring my dog. 


| had my guitar all plugged in on the set of this video. From the corner of my eye | saw the girls smoking at 
the corner of the stage. 


"Izzy, come here," a girl with a make-up brush in her hand said to me. | didn't want to wear make-up, | didn't 
want to make this video, | didn't want to watch Axl hang all over Erin 


"Okay," | said, because there was no fighting it. | followed her over to the make-up area where we had to sit in 
the tall director chairs and let her make us up. Axl was already there, and | watched another girl gently brush 
his cheek with her big brush full of blush. He had his eyes lightly closed, like he was afraid of getting any of 


the make-up dust in them because of his contacts. 


"Okay," she said to him, and he opened his eyes and saw me and smiled, that smile that could break my heart. 


"Hey, Izzy," he said, the smirk in his voice. | watched the girl take another brush, this one smaller, and dip it 
into a palette of colors. 


"Hey, Ax," | said, watching as he closed his eyes again so she could put eye shadow on him. God, he was so 


fucking beautiful. | didn't want a girl, | wanted him. Didn't he know that? Hadn't he always known that? 


| couldn't take my eyes off him, he was like moonlight. The girl put this clear lip gloss on him, and the make-up 
made him look so cool, not like a girl or a drag queen or a freak but like himself, only more stark, more 


beautiful, more everything. It was hard to breathe looking at him so | looked away. 


| watched everybody set up, watched Slash fiddle with the controls on his amp, watched Duff pick at the 
strings of his bass, watched Steven tap out a few rhythms on the top of the drum kit. | watched Axl hug 
himself on the sidelines, his face dark and introverted, trying to get in the mood of the song. 


This was kind of a cool ballroom way out on the edges of town, and if this song took off it would be the 
difference for us, | knew that. "Sweet Child 0: Mine", girls would like it, and you wanted girls to like your shit. 
They made the difference. Girls would like it, they'd feel like Axl was singing to them. | hated this song because 


| knew it was about Erin. 


There she was in her white little outfit, her face all calm and angelic. It was no wonder Axl was in love with 
her, but it hurt me to look at her, and it hurt me to see him touch her and kiss her. We weren't doing 
anything yet and | couldn't take it so | took off, found a stairwell and sat in it, my dog next to me. He was a 
big black dog, as big as a person, and he sat right next to me, his face sad and leaning toward me because he 
knew | was sad. | rubbed his head. 


| closed my eyes and thought about Axl, about how he had been haunting me all the way back to high school, 
with his shiny red hair and his eyes, that blue green color, and his anger, and his violent mood swings. | wanted 
to grab him and hug him, feel his bones beneath my grasp, feel the velvet texture of his skin, feel his tongue 
in my mouth, his fingers tangled in my hair. 


"Dude, where have you been? We're ready to start," Duff said, sticking his head out the doorway to this 
stairwell, and my dog looked at him before | did. 


"Yeah, okay," | said, feeling tired, feeling a heaviness in all of my limbs. | followed him back to where all the 
equipment was set up, and | reached for my guitar that was leaning against the black amp. 


We were going to have to play this song over and over, the song that wrenched my heart and twisted my 
feelings, making me want to run and hide. | could get through this song in our sets, it was just six minutes or 
so that | had to grit my teeth and get through it, but now we'd have to play it over and over and over. | 
didn't know how | was going to take it. 


| glanced at Axl, he was still alone on the sidelines, looking down at his snake skin boots. You couldn't talk to him 
when he was getting in the zone, | knew that. | wouldn't dare. | just gazed at him from under my black spiky 
bangs. He wore the blue bandana that made his eyes look blue, and his hair was perfect because the hair 


stylists did something to it to get rid of the fuzz and the dead ends. He was like a doll, a perfect doll of 
himself, he hardly looked real. 


| saw Erin, and she had a slight smile on her face. They had made her look perfect, too, with her dark spiral 
curls and the hint of blush high up on her cheeks. Duff and Slash and Steven's girlfriends didn't look quite so 
perfect, the make-up people and hair stylists couldn't air brush them or get the addict slut look off of them. 


| lowered my head and listened to the opening circle circus riff that Slash played, and | closed my eyes, knowing 
it was going to be one long fucking night. 


